The Burden of Babylon
This I conceive: and yet, we kings have labour To apprehend ourselves imperially, And see the blaze and lightnings of our person; The thought of their own sovereignty amazes The princelings even, and the lesser kings. But I am Baladan of Babylon.
THE VOICE IN THE NIGHT Never again inhabited,
Babylon, 0 Babylon Even the wandering Arabian
From thy weary waste is gone Neither shall the shepherd tend his fold there,
Nor any green herb be grown ' It cometh in the night-time suddenly,
And Babylon is overthrown
THE KING
Pale from the east, the stars arise, and climb, And then grow bright, beholding Babylon ; They would delay, but may not; so they pass, And fade and fall, bereft of Babylon Quick from the Midian line the sun comes up, For he expects to see my palaces; And the moon lingers, even on the wane Mine ancient dynasty, as yon great river, Euphrates, with his fountains in far hills, Arose in the blue morning of the years, And as yon nver flows on into time, Unalterable in majesty, my line Survives in domination down the years I know, but am concerned not, that some peoples, At the pale limits of the world, abide As yet beyond the circle of my sway, The miserable sons of meagre soil That needs much tillage ere the yield be good. I only wait until they ripen more,